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The fecond fart of 


Ho (I. Gods blefling of your good heartland fo (he is by my 
troth. 

falsi. Didft thou heare me? 

Prince Y ca and you knew me as you did , when you rannc 
awav by Gadfhil, you knew I was at your backe,and fpoke it, 
on purpofe to trie my patience. 

falsi. No, no, no, not fo, I did not thinkc thou, waft within 
hearing. 

prince I fhall driue you then to confeile the vvilfull abufc, 
and then 1 know how to handle you. 

falsi. No abufe Hall a mine honour, no abufe. 

‘ prince Notto difpraife me, and cal me pantlerand bread* 
chipper, and I know not what? 
fal. No abufe Hall* 

Paynes No abufe? 

falH No abufe Ned i'th worlde, honeft Ncd,none,I dif- 
praifde hint before the wicked, that the wicked mi ght not fall 
in lone with thee : in which doing , I haue done the part of a 
careful! fi iend and a true fubiedf , and thy father is to giue me 
thankes for it, no abufe Hall,none Ned, none, no faith boyes 
none. 

Prince Seenowwhetherpurefeareandintire cowardize, 
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to clofe 
with vs: is /he ofthewiclced, is thine hofteffc here of the wic- 
keder is thy boy of the wickcd,or honeft Bardolfe whofe zeal 
burnes in his nofe of the wicked? 

Poynes Anfwer thou dead elme,an(vver. 

F alfl. The fiend hath prickt dovvn Bardolfe irrecoverable, 
and his face is Lucifers priuy kitchin , where he doth nothing 
butroft mault-w'orms, for the boy there isagood angclabout 
him, but thediuel blinds him too. 

Prince For the weomen. 

faljf. For one of them fhees in hell already , and burnes 
poore foulesrfor th other I owe her mony,and whether fhebe 
dam nd for that I know not.. 

Hofi 


Henry the fourth. 


Hofi. No I warrant you. 

palfi • No I thinke thou art not , I thinke thou art quit for 
that,mary there is another inditement vpon thee. forfufFering 
flefh to be eaten in thy houfe,contrary to the law,for the whicli 
I thinke thou wilt howle. 

Hofi. A1 vitlars do fo, whats a ioynt of mutton or two in a 
whole Lent? 

‘Prince You gentlewoman. 

Dol. What faies your grace? 

fal. His grace faies that which his flefh rebels againft. 

Fey to pnockes at doore. 

Hofi. Who knockcsfblowd at doore? looke too th doore 
there Francis. 

Prince Peyto,hownow,what newes? 

Peyto ThcKingyourfatherisat Weminfter, 

And there are twenty weake and wearied poftes. 

Come from the North, and as I came along 
I met and ouertooke a dozen captaines, 

Bareheaded, fweating, knocking atthe Tauerncs, 

And asking euery one for fir Iohn Falftaffe. 

Prince By heauen PoincsJ feele me much too blame. 

So idely to prophane the precious time, 

When tempeft of commotion like the fouth. 

Borne with blacke vapour, doth begin to melt. 

And drop vpon our bare vnarmed heads, 

Giue me my fword and cloke: Falftaffe, good night. 


Exeunt Pr ince and Poynes. , 

F al. Now comes in the fweeteft morfell of the night, Sc w< 
muft hence and leaueit vnpicktanorc knocking at ttie doorei 
hownow, whats the matter? 

E 3 Bar 


. .. 







